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And before she had need to answer, he added quickly:
"There's one question, though. I take it no one knows
about this or you wouldn't have come here. What are they
going to say in the morning?"
"They can say I've gone to the Hague. That I'm going
to England when I get passports. I'm known to have rela-
tions there."
"You'd better leave a message," he said. "Write it while
I pack. My one remaining servant is out, but I'll leave it
to be delivered in the morning. It can be addressed in my
handwriting. Kerstholt needn t know you've been here.'*
Soon he came in again, bag in hand. The envelope was
ready for him and he addressed it as she told him.
"Now ..."
"Oh," she said, "thank God, you were here. Thank God
for that.... Can you manage my passports as easily as you
manage me?" She was making plans and did not pause"for
his answer. "Do you think," she said, "if I stay at—at the
Deux Villes	"
He looked at her. "Are you still so rich?"
"Until I leave Holland I must be."
He nodded and blew down the chimney of the lamp.
"Right You must... . Well?"
"If I stay there until the time comes, do you think we
could sail together?"
A spasm of pain twitched his mouth. "You and Lewis?
... It might be. Depends if he has to take men across.
They're mostly gone, I think."
He opened the door for her, holding the candle up. She
took it from him and looked round the room. The shadows
leapt and, because her hand was unsteady, would not be
still.
"You'll come back here," she said slowly,
"I shall have to. . , . This infernal packing is scarcely
begun*"

